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POETRY, 



INSTRUCTIVE AND DEVOTIONAL. 



-" Praise is comely for the upright." 

Psalm xa^xiii. 1. 



Could we leave our foolish dreaming / 
Of a fancied heaven below, ■ '^ 

And see J esus' glory beaming, {' '^ 

How our souls yrould long to go ! ^ ;t\ .^ 
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POETRY, 

INSTRUCTIVE AND DEVOTIONAL. 



THANKSGIVING. 

Thbbe 's not a leaf within the bower ; — 
There 's not a bird upon the tree ; — 

There 's not a dewdrop on the flower ; — 
But bears the impress, Lord ! of thee. 

Thy hand the varied leaf design'd, 
And gave the bird its thrilling tone ; 

Thy power the dewdrop's tints combin'd, 
Till like a diamond's blaze they shone. 

Yes ; dewdrops, leaves, and buds^ and all. 
The smallest, like the greatest things ; 

The sea's vast space, the earth's wide ball. 
Alike proclaim thee King of kings. 

But man alone to bounteous Heaven, 

Thanksgiving's conscious strains can raise; 

To favoured man alone 'tis given 
To join the angelic choir in praise ! 

B 



RETIREMENT. 

Far from the world, O Lord, I flee. 
From strife and tumult far ; 

From scenes where Satan wages still 
His most successful war. 

The calm retreat, the silent shade, 
"With prayer and praise agree ; 

And seem hy thy sweet hounty made 
For those who follow thee. 

There, if thy spirit touch my soul, 

And grace her mean abode. 
Oh, with what peace, and joy, and loTe, 

She communes with her God ! 

There, like the nightingale, she pours 

Her solitary lays ; 
Nor asks a witness of her song. 

Nor thirsts for human praise. 

Author and Guardian of my life. 
Sweet source of light divine. 

And (all harmonious names in one) 
My Sayiour, thou art mine ! 



What thanks I owe thee, and what love, 

A boundless, endless store, 
Shall echo through the realms aboye, 

"^hen time shall be no more. 



« WILL YE ALSO GO AWAY ? 

When any turn from Zion's way, 

Alas ! what number&L do ! 
Methinks I hear my Saviour say, 

" Wilt thou forsake me too ?" 

Ah ! Lord, with such a heart as mine. 

Unless thou hold me fast, 
I feel I must, I shall decline, 

And prove like them at last. 

Yet thou alone hast power, I know, 

To save a wretch like me ; 
To whom, or whither could I go, 

If I should turn from thee ? 

Beyond a doubt I rest assur'd 
Thou art the Christ of God, 

Who hast eternal life secur d, 
By promise and by blood. 
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The help of men and angels join'd 
Could never reach my case ; 

Nor can I hope relief to find. 
But in thy boundless grace. 

No Yoipe but thine can give me rest. 

And bid my fears depart ; 
No love but thine can make me blest, 

And satisfy my heart. 

What anguish has that question stirr'd- 

If I will also go ? 
Yet, Lord, relpng on thy word, 

I humbly answer, " No." 



THE CHILD. 

As when a child, secure of harms. 

Hangs at the mother's breast. 
Safe folded in her anxious arms, 

Receiving food and rest ; 
And while through many a painful path, 

The travelling parent speeds. 
The fearless babe, with passive faith, 

Lies still and yet proceeds : 



Should some short start his quiet break, 

He fondly strives to fling 
His little arms about her neck, 

And closer seems to ding : 
Poor child ! maternal love alone 

Preserves thee first and last ; 
Thy parent's arms, and not thine own, 

Are those that hold thee fast. 

So souls that would to Jesus cleave. 

And hear his secret call, 
Must every fair pretension leave. 

And let the Lord be all. 
" Keep close to me, thou helpless sheep/' 

The Shepherd softly cries ; 
" Lord, tell me what 'tis close to keep," 

The listening sheep replies. 

" Thy whole dependence on me ^x^ 

Nor entertain a thought. 
Thy worthless schemes with mine to mix, 

But venture to be nought : 
Fond self-direction is a shelf; — 

Thy strength, thy wisdom, flee : 
When thou art nothing in thyself, 

Then thou art close to me/' 



PSALM XIX. 

The spacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue ethereal sky, 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame. 

Their great Original proclaim. 

Th' unwearied sun, from day to day. 

Does his Creator's power display. 

And publishes to every land 

The works of an almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail. 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale. 
And, nightly, to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth ; 
Whilst all the stars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn. 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

Wliat though, in solemn silence, all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball ? 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ? 
In reason s ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
" The hand that made us is divine.** 



" WHAT THINK YE OF CHRIST ? " 

What think ye of Christ ? is the test 
To try both your state and your scheme ; 
You cannot be right in the rest, 
Unless you think rightly of him. 
As Jesus appears in your view, 
As he is beloved or not, 
So God is disposed to you. 
And mercy or wrath is your lot. 

Some take him a creature to be, 

A man, or an angel at most : 

Sure these have not feelings like me, 

Nor know themselves wretched and lost ; — 

So guilty, so helpless am I, 

I durst not confide in his blood, 

Nor on his protection rely, 

Unless I were sure he is God. 

Some call him a Saviour in word, 
But mix their own works with his plan, 
And hope he his help will afford, 
When they have done all that they can : 
If doings prove rather too light, 
(A little they own they may fail,) 
They purpose to make up full weight, 
By casting his name in the scale. 
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Some style him the pearl of great pricoy 
And says he 's the fountain of joys ; 
Yet feed upon folly and vice, 
And cleaye to the world and its toys : 
Like Judas, the Saviour they kiss, 
And while they salute him, betray : 
Ah ! what will profession like this 
Avail in his terrible day ? 

If ask'd what of Jesus I think ? 
Though still my best thoughts are but poor ; 
I say. He 's my meat and my drink. 
My life, and my strength, and my store. 
My Shepherd, my Husband, my Friend, 
My Saviour from sin and from thrall, 
My hope from beginning to end. 
My portion, my Lord, and my all. 



A MORNING HYMN. 

Arise my soul, with rapture rise ! 

And filTd with love and feai^-adore 
The awful Sovereign of the skies, 

Whose mercy lends thee one day more. 
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And may this day — ^indulgent Power i 
Not idly spent, nor useless be ; 

But may each swiftly-flying hour 
Advance my soul more nigh to thee. 

But can it be ! that Power divine-^ 

Whose throne is light's unbounded blaze. 
While countless worlds and angels join 

To swell the glorious song of praise- 
Will deign to lend a fav'ring ear 

When I, poor abject mortal, pray ? 
Yes ! (boundless goodness !) he will hear 

Nor cast the meanest wretch away. 

Then let me serve thee all my days, 
And may my zeal with years increase ; 

For pleasant. Lord ! are all thy ways. 
And all thy paths are paths of peace. 



TRANSIENT AND LASTING HAPPI . 

NESS. 

Tell me, wand'rer ! wildly roving 
From the path that leads to peace. 

Pleasure's false enchantments loving, — ' 
When will thy deluuon cease ? 
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Once, like thee, by joys surrounded, 
I, too, knelt at pleasure's shrine ; 

Once, too, all my hopes were founded 
In delight as false as thine ! 

Then, the moments flew unheeded. 
As the wave that rolls along ; 

Soon as one bright hope succeeded, 
Came another smiling on ! 

But those cloudless hours that bless'd me, 
Vanish'd as a dream when o'er ; 

And the world, that once caress'd me, 
Charm'd me with its smiles no more. 

Such is pleasure's transient story ! 

Lasting happiness is known 
Only in the path to glory — 

In the Saviour's love alone. 



« WHAT IS YOUR LIFE ?" 

Lord, what is life ? — ^'Tis like a flow'r, 
That blossoms and is gone ! 

We see it flourish for an hour, 
With all its beauty on ; 
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But death comes, like a wintry day, 
And cuts the blooming flow'r away. 

Lord, what is life ? — 'Tis like the bow 

That glistens in the sky ; 
We love to see its colours glow ; 

But while we look, they die. 
Life fails as soon ; to-day 'tis here ; 
To-night, perhaps, 'twill disappear. • 

Six thousand years have passed away 

Since life began at first. 
And millions, once alive and gay, 

Are dead and in the dust ; 
For life, in all its health and pride, 
Has death still waiting at its side. 

And yet, this short uncertain space 

So foolishly we prize. 
That heav'n, that lasting dwelling-place. 

Seems nothing in our eyes ! 
The worlds of sorrow and of bliss. 
We disregard, compar'd with this ! 

Lord, what is life ? — If spent with thee 
In duty, praise, and prayer, 

However short or long it be, 
We need but little care ; 

Because eternity will last, 

When life and death itself are past. 
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] 
LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS. 



God moves in a mysterious way, 

His wonders to perform; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea, 

And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill, 
He treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 

In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence, 
He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast. 

Unfolding every hour : 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 

But sweet will be the flower. 
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Blind unbelief is sure to err. 
And scan his work in vain 

God is bis own interpreter. 
And be will make it plain. 



A NEW YEAR'S HYMN. 

Time with an unwearied band 
Pushes round the seasons fast. 
And in life's frail glass the sand 
Sinks apace, not long to last ;— 
Many, as well as you or I, 
Who last year assembled thus, 
In their silent grayes now lie ; — 
Graves will open soon for us. 

Daily sin, and care, and strife, 
While the Lord prolongs our breath, 
Make it but a dying life. 
Or a kind of living death : 
Wretched they, and most forlorn, 
Who no better portion know ; 
Better ne'er to have been bom. 
Than to have our all below. 
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When constrain'd to go alone, 
Leaving all you love behind, 
Entering on a world unknown, — 
What will then support your mind ? 
When the Lord his summons sends. 
Earthly comforts lose their power ; 
Honour, riches, kindred, friends. 
Cannot soothe a dying hour. 

Happy souls, who fear the Lord ! 
Time is not too swift for you ; 
When your Saviour gives the word, 
Glad you '11 bid the world adieu : 
Then he *11 wipe away your tears, 
Near himself appoint your place : 
Swiftly fly, ye rolling years ! 
Lord, we long to see thy face. 



COMFORT IN SICKNESS. 

When languor and disease invade 
This trembling house of clay, 

Tis sweet to look beyond the cage, 
And long to fly away. 
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Sweet to look inward, and attend 
The whispers of his love ; 

Sweet to look upward to the place 
Where Jesus pleads above. 

Sweet to look back, and see my name 
In life's fair book set down ; 

Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal joys my own. 

Sweet to reflect, how grace divine 

My sins on Jesus laid ; 
Sweet to remember that his blood 

My debt of suffering paid. 

Sweet in his righteousness to stand. 
Which saves from second death ; 

Sweet to experience, day by day, 
Hiu spirit's quick'ning breath. 

Sweet on his faithfulness to rest, 
Whose love can never end ; 

Sweet on his covenant of grace 
For all things to depend. 

Sweet in the confidence of faith, 
To trust his firm decrees ; 

Sweet to lie passive in his hands, 
And know no will but his. 
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If such the sweetness of the streams. 
What must the fountain be ? 

Where saints and angels draw their blisei 
Immediately from thee ! 



NIGHT. 



NiOHT is the time for rest ! 

How sweet, when labours close. 
To gather round an aching breast, 

The curtain of repose ; 
Stretch the tired limbs, and lay the head 
Down on our own delightful bed ! 

Night is the time for dreams — 

The gay romance of life ; 
When truth that is and truth that seems 

Mix in fantastic strife : 
Ah ! visions less beguiling far 
Than waking dreams by daylight are ! 

Night is the time for toil ; 

To plough the classic field, 
Intent to find the buried spoil 

Its wealthy furrows yield ; 
Till all is ours that sages taught. 
That poets sang, and heroes wrought. 



^ 
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Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet, with unseen tears, 
Those graves of memory, where sleep 

The joys of other years ; 
Hopes that were angels at their hirth, 
But died when young, like things of earth. 

Night is the time to watch — 

O'er ocean's dark expanse, 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 

The full moon's earliest glance, 
That brings into the home-sick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care : 

Brooding on hours mispent, 
To see the spectre of despair 

Come to our lonely tent ; 
Like Brutus, 'midst his slumbering host, 
Summoned to die by Caesar's ghost. 

Night is the time to think ; 

When, from the eye, the soul 
Takes flight, and, on the utmost brink 

Of yonder starry pole. 
Discerns, beyond the abyss of night, 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

c 
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Night is the time to pray ; 

Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountains far away ; 

So will his followers do : — 
Steal from the throng to haunts untrod, 
And hold communion there with God. 

Night is the time for death ; 

"When all around is peace, 
Calmly to yield the weary hreath, 

From sin and suffering cease ; 
Think of heaven s bliss, and give the sign 
To parting friends ; such death be mine ! 



COMMUNION WITH GOD. 

When one that holds communion with the skies 
Has filled his urn where these pure waters rise, 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
'Tis e'en as if an angel shook his wings ; 
Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide ; 
That tells us whence his treasures are supplied : 

So when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores. 
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Has dropped her anchor, and her canvas furl'd, 
In some safe haven of our western world, 
'Twere vain inquiry to what port she went ; 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 



PRAYER. 



Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 

Utter d, or unexpress'd. 
The motion of a hiddeiji fire. 

That trembles in the breast. 

Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

The falling of a tear. 
The upward glancing of an eye. 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech. 

That infant lips can tiy ; 
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach. 

The majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian s vital breath. 

The Christian s native air^ 
His watch- word in the hour of death. 

He enters heaven with prayer. 

c 2 
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Prayer is the contrite sinner s voice, 
Returning from his ways, 

While angels in their song rejoice. 
And say, " Behold he prays !" 

In prayer, on earth, the saints are one. 
In word, in deed, in mind. 

When with the Father and the Son, 
Sweet fellowship they find. 

Nor prayer is made on earth alone ; 

The Holy Spirit pleads. 
And Jesus, on the eternal throne, 

For sinners intercedes ! 

Thou ! by whom we come to God, 
The Life, the Truth, the Way ! 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod ; 
Lord ! teach us how to pray ! 



PRAYER. 



What various hind'rances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 
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Prayer makes the darken'd cloud withdraw ; 
Prayer climhs the ladder Jacob saw ; 
Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above. 

Restraining prayer, we cease to fight ; 
Prayer makes the Christian s armour bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was found on Israel's side ; — 
But when through weariness they fail'd, 
That moment Amalek prevail'd. 

Have you no words ? ah ! think again, 
Words flow apace when you complain. 
And fill your fellow-creature's ear. 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent. 
To heaven in supplication sent, 
Your cheerful song would oftener be, 
" Hear what the Lord hath done for me." 
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THE HAPPY CHANGE. 

How blest thy creature is, O God, 

When with a single eye 
He views the lustre of thy word. 

The day-spring from on high ! 

Through all the storms that veil the skies. 
And frown on earthly things. 

The sun of righteousness he eyes, 
"With healing on his wings. 

Struck by that light, the hu'man heart, 

A barren soil no more, 
Sends the sweet smell of grace abroad, 

Where serpents lurk'd before. 

The soul, a dreary province once 

Of Satan's dark domain. 
Feels a new empire form'd within, 

And owns a heavenly reign. 

The glorious orb, whose golden beams 

The fruitful year control, 
Since first obedient to thy word, 

He started from the goal.; 
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Has cheer'd the nations with the joys 

His orient rays impart ; 
But, Jesus, 'tis thy light alone 

Can shine upon the heart. 



THE CHILD OF THE LORD. 

How hless'd is the child of the Lord, 
When taught of the father to run, 
When led by the light of his word. 
And cheer d by the beams of his sun. 

He listens with fear and delight, 
To hear what the master shall say ; 
He sleeps in his bosom all night. 
And walks in his love all the day. 

Though terrors may .compass him round. 
And wildly the tempest may blow ; 
He fears not,: the rock he has found. 
That rock he will never forego. 

Tis true that his pilgrimage here 
Is chequer d with sorrows and fears ; 
'Tis true that the cross he must bear. 
And weep in this valley of tears : 
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But patience, submission, and love, 
Can sweeten the bitterest hours ; 
And hope^ from the heaven above. 
Still shines, when the hurricane lowers. 

Temptation, 'tis true, will assail. 
And trial without and within ; 
And deeply his soul must bewail 
For inward corruption and sin. 

But the rags he once counted his own, 
Are consum'd in celestial flame. 
And a mantle is over him thrown, 
Wash'd white in the blood of the Lamb. 
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THE SOWER SOWETH THE WORD.' 

Sow in the mom thy seed ; 

At eve hold not thy hand : 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed. 

Broad -cast it round the land. 

Beside all waters sow. 

The highway furrows stock ; 
Drop it where thorns and thistles grow. 

Scatter it on the rock. 
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The good, the fruitful ground, 
Expect not here nor there ; 

O'er hill and dale, hy plots, 'tis found :- 
Go forth then everywhere. 

Thou know'st not which may thrive. 

The late or early sown : 
Grace keeps the precious germ alive. 

When and wherever strown. 

And duly shall appear, 

In verdure, heauty, strength. 

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full com at length. 

Thou canst not toil in vain ; 

Gold, heat, and moist, and dry. 
Shall foster and mature the grain 

For gamers in the sky. 

Thence, when the glorious end. 

The day of God, is oome. 
The angel-reapers shall descend. 

And heaven sing, ^' Harvest Home ! 



>» 
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WELCOME CROSS. 

Tis my happiness below 
Not to live without the cross. 
But the Saviour 8 power to know, 
Sanctifying ev'ry loss ; 
Trials must and will befall ; 
But with humble faith to see 
Love inscrib'd upon them all, 
This is happiness to the. 

God, in Israel, sows the seeds 
Of affliction, pain, and toil ; 
These spring up and choke the weeds 
"Which would else o'erspread the soil : 
Trials make the promise sweet. 
Trials give new life to pray'r ; 
Trials bring me to his feet, 
Lay me low, and keep me there. 

Did I meet no trials here. 
No chastisement by the way ; 
Might I not, with reason, fear 
I should prove a cast-away ? 
Bastards may escape the rod. 
Sunk in earthly, vain delight ; 
But the true-bom child of God 
Must not, will not, if he might. 
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PRAYER. 

Go when the morning shineth — 

Go when the noon is bright, 
Go when the eve declineth, 

Go in the hush of night : 
Go with pure mind and feeling, 

Fling earthly thoughts away, 
And, in thy chamber kneeling, 

Do thou in secret pray. 

Remember all who love thee. 

All who are loved by thee, 
Pray, too, for those who hate thee. 

If any such there be ; 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim. 
And link, with each petition, 

The great Redeemer's name. 

Or, if 'tis e'er denied thee 

In solitude to pray. 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee. 

When friends are round thy way. 
Even then the silent breathing 

Of a spirit raised above, 
"Will reach his throne of glory. 

Who is mercy, truth, and love. 
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Oh ! not a joy or blessing 

With this can we compare, — 
The power that He has given us 

To pour our souls in prayer. 
Whene'er thou pin st in sadness 

Before His footstool fall, 
And remember in thy gladness 

His grace who gave thee all. 



ON DEATH. 

To Jesus, the crown of my hope, 
My soul is in haste to be gone ; 
Oh ! bear me, ye cherubim, up, 
And waft; me away to his throne ! 

My Saviour, whom absent I love, 
Whom not having seen I adore, 
Whose name is exalted above 
All glory, dominion, and power ! 

Dissolve, then, these bonds that detain 
My soul from its portion in thee. 
And strike off this adamant chain, 
And 3et me eternally frefs. 



_J 
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When that happy era begins, 
When array 'd in thy beauties I shine. 
Nor grieve any more by my sins 
The bosom on which I recline : 

Oh ! then shall the veil be remov'd, 
And round me new glories be pour'd, 
I shall meet Thee, whom absent I lov'd, 
I shall see whom, unseen, I ador d. 

And then never more shall the fears, 
The trials, temptations, and woes, 
Which sadden this valley of tears. 
Intrude on my blissful repose. 

Or, be they remember d above. 
Remembrance no sadness shall raise ; 
They '11 be but new signs of thy love, 
New themes for my' wonder and praise. 

Then the stroke that from sin and from pain, 
Shall set me eternally free. 
Will but strengthen and rivet the chain 
That binds me, my Saviour, to thee. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN. 

Rejoice for a brother deceased, 
Our loss is his infinite gain ; * 
A soul out of prison released, 
And freed from its bodily chain ; 
AVith songs let us follow his flight, 
And mount with his spirit above. 
Escaped to the mansions of light, 
And lodg'd in the Eden of love. 

Our brother the haven hath gain d, 
Out -flying the tempest and wind ; 
His rest he hath sooner obtain'd, 
And left his companions behind ; 
Still toss'd on a sea of distress, 
Hard toiling to make the blest shore, 
Where all is assurance and peace, 
And sorrow and sin are no more. 

There all the ship's company meet, 
Who sail'd with the Saviour beneath, 
With shouting each other they greet. 
And triumph o'er trouble and death ; 
The voyage of life's at an end, 
The mortal affliction is past. 
The age that in heaven they spend. 
For ever and ever shall last. 
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"LOVEST THOU ME?" 

Tis a point I long to know, 
Oft it causes anxious thought, — 
Do I love the Lord, or no ? 
Am I his, or am I not ? 

If I love,"' why am I thus ? 
Why this dull, this lifeless frame ? 
Hardly, sure, can they be worse. 
Who have never heard his name. 

Could my heart so hard remain, 
Prayer a task and burden prove, 
Every trifle give me pain, 
If I knew a Saviour's love ? 

If I pray, or hear, or read, 
Sin is mix'd with all I do ; 
You that love the Lord indeed, 
Tell me. Is it thus with you ? 

Yet I mourn my stubborn will, 
Find my sin a grief and thrall ; 
Should I grieve for what I feel. 
If I did not love at all ? 
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Could I joy, his saints to meet, 
Choose the ways I once abhorr'd, 
Find at times the promise sweet, 
If I did not love the Lord ? 

Lord, decide the doubtful case ! 
Thou who art thy people's sun 
Shine upon thy work of grace, 
If it be indeed begun. 

Let me love thee more and more^ 
If I love at all, I pray ; 
If I have not lov'd before, 
Help me to begin to-day. 



WALKING WITH GOD. 



I 



Oh ! for a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb ! 

Where is the blessedness I knew, 
When first I saw the Lord ? 

Where is the soul-refireshing view 
Of Jesus and his word ? 
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What peaceful hours I once enjoy'd ! 

How sweet their memory still ! 
But they have left an aching void, 

The world can never fill. 

Return, O holy Dove ! return. 

Sweet messenger of rest 1 
I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 

And drove thee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Whate'er that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from thy throne, 

And worship only thee. 

So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame ; 

So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 



" LO, WE HA YE LEFT ALL, AND 
FOLLOWED THEE." 

Jesus, I my cross have taken, 
All to leave, and follow thee ; 

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken. 
Thou, from hence, my all shall be ; 

D 
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Perish every fond ambition, 

All I've sought, or hoped, or known ; 
Yet how rich is my condition, 

God and heaven are still my own. 

Let the world despise and leave me. 

They have left my Saviour too ; 
Human hearts and looks deceive me, 

Thou art not, like them, untrue ; 
And whilst thou shalt smile upon me, 

God of wisdom, love, and might, 
Foes may hate, and friends disown me ; 

Show thy face, and all is bright. 

Go, then, earthly fame and treasure. 

Come disaster, scorn, and pain. 
In thy service, pain is pleasure. 

With thy favour, loss is gain. 
I have called thee Abba, Father, 

I have set my heart on thee, 
Storms may howl, and clouds may gather, 

All must work for good to me. 

Man may trouble, and distress me, 
'Twill but drive me to thy breast ; 

Life with trials hard may press me, 
Heaven will bring the sweeter rest. 

Oh ! 'tis not in grief to harm me. 
While thy love is left to me ; 



35 

Oh ! 'twere not in joy to charm me, 
Were that joy unmix'd with thee. 

Soul, then know thy full salvation. 

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care, 
Joy to find in every station 

Something still to do or hear. 
Think what spirit dwells within thee ; 

Think what Father's smiles are thine ; 
Think that Jesus died to win thee ; 

Child of heaven, canst thou repine ? 

« 

Haste thee on from grace to glory, 

Arm'd by faith, and wing'd by prayer, 
Heaven's eternal day's before thee, 

God's own hand shall guide thee there. 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 
Hope shall change to glad fruition. 

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 



THE WAITING SOUL. 

Breathe from the gentle South, Lord, 
And cheer me from the North ; 

Blow on the treasures of thy word. 
And call the spices forth. 

D 2 
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I wish, thou know'st, to be resign'd, 
And wait with patient hope ; 

But hope delay'd fatigues the mind, 
And drinks the spirits up. 

Help me to reach the distant goal ; 

Confirm my feeble knee ; 
Pity the sickness of a soul 

That faints for loye of thee. 

Cold as I feel this heart of mine, 

Yet since \feel it so, 
It yields some hope of life divine 

Within, however low. 

I seem forisaken and alone, 

I hear the lion roar ; 
And every door is shut but one. 

And that is mercy's door. 

There, till the dear Deliverer come, 
I '11 wait with humble prayer : 

And when he calls hit exile home. 
The Lord shall find him there. 
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THE LORD OUR DEFENCE. 

How are thy servants blest, O Lord ! 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide, — 

Their help Omnipotence. 

lu foreign realms, and lands remote, 

Supported by thy care. 
Through burning climes I pass'd unhurt, 

And breath'd in tainted air. 
•*• • 
Thy mercy sweeten'd every soil, 

. Made every region please ; 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 

And smooth'd the Tyrrhene seas. 

Think, my soul, devoutly think, 

How, with afirighted eyes. 
Thou saw'st the wide extended deep 

In all its horrors rise. 

Confusion dwelt in every face. 

And fear in every heart ; 
When waves on waves, and gulfs on gulfs, 

O'ercame the pilot's art. 
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Yet then from all my griefs, Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free ; 
Whilst in the confidence of prayer, 

My sonl took hold on thee. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung. 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not slow to hear, 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retir d 

Obedient to thy will : 
The sea, that roar'd at thy command, 

At thy command was still. 

In midst of dangers, fears, and death. 

Thy goodness I'll adore ; 
And praise thee for thy mercies past. 

And humbly hope for more. 

My life, if thou preserv'st my life. 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And death, if death must be my doom. 

Shall join my soul to thee. 
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HOME IN VIEW. 

As when the weary tray'ller gains 
The height of some o'erlooking hill, 
His heart revives, if cross the plains 
He eyes his home, though distant still. 

While he surveys the much-lov'd spot. 
He slights the space that lies hetween ; 
His past fatigues are now forgot, 
Because his journey's end is seen. 

Thus, when the Christian pilgrim views, 
By faith, his mansion in the skies. 
The sight his fainting strength renews, 
And wings his speed to reach the prize. 

The thought of home his spirit cheers. 
No more he grieves for trouhles past ; 
Nor any future trial fears. 
So he may safe arrive at last. 

'Tis there, he says, I am to dwell 
With Jesus in the realms of day ; 
Then I shall hid my cares farewell. 
And he shall wipe my tears away. 
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Jesus, on tbee our hope depends, 
To lead us on to thine abode : 
Assur'd our home will make amends 
For all our toil while on the road. 



THE WORLD NO CONTINtJING CITY, 

" We've no abiding city here;" 
This may distress the worldling's mind, 
But should not cost the saint a tear, 
Who hopes a better rest to find. 

" We've no abiding city here;" 
Sad truth, were this to be our home, 
But let the thought our spirits cheer, 
" We seek a city yet to come." 

" We've no abiding city here ;'\ 
Then let us live as pilgrims do ; 
Let not the world our rest appear. 
But let us haste from all below. 

" We've no abiding city here ; " 
We seek a city out of sight ; 
Zion its name, the Lord is there. 
It shines with everlasting light. 
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Oh ! sweet abode of peace and love, 
Where pilgrims, freed from toil, are blest ! 
Had I the pinions of the doYe, 
rd flee to thee, and be at rest. 

But hush, my soul, nor dare repine ! 
The time my God appoints is best ; 
While here, to do his will be mine, 
And his to fix my time of rest. 



FREEDOM FROM CARE. 

While I liv'd without the Lord 
(If I might be said to live) 
Nothing could relief afford, 
Nothing satisfaction give. 

Empty hopes and groundless fear, 
Mov d by turns my anxious mind ; 
Like a feather in the air. 
Made the sport of ev'ry wind. 

Now, I see, whate'er betide. 
All is well, if Christ be mine ; 
He has promised to provide, 
I have only to resign. 
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When a sense of sin and thrall 
Forc'd me to the sinner's Friend, 
He engag'd to manage all, 
By the way and to the end. 

" Cast," he said, " on me thy care, 
'Tis enough that I am nigh ; 
I will all thy hardens hear, 
I will all thy wants supply. 



'' Simply follow as I lead, 
Do not reason, hut helieve ; 
Call on me in time of need. 
Thou shalt surely help receive. 



f» 



Lord, I would, I do suhmit. 
Gladly yield my all to thee ; 
What thy wisdom sees most fit. 
Must he, surely, hest for me. 

Only when the way is rough, 
And the coward flesh would start, 
Let thy promise and thy love 
Cheer and animate my heart. 
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WISDOM. 

Ere God bad built tbe mountains, 
Or rais'd tbe fruitful bills ; 
Before be fed tbe fountains 
Tbat feed tbe running rills ; 
In me from everlasting, 
Tbe wonderful I AM 
Found pleasures never wasting, 
And Wisdom is my name. 

Wben, like a tent to dwell in, 
He spread tbe skies abroad. 
And swath'd about tbe swelling 
Of ocean's migbty flood ; 
He wrougbt by weight and measure ; 
And I was witb bim then : 
Myself tbe Fatber s pleasure. 
And mine, tbe sons of men. 

Tbus wisdom's words discover 
Tby glory and tby grace, 
Tbou everlasting lover 
Of our unwortby race ! 
Tby gracious eye survey'd us 
Ere stars were seen above ; 
In wisdom tbou bast made us. 
And died for us in love. 
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And couldst thou be delighted 
With creatures such as we ! 
Who, when we saw thee slighted 
And nail'd thee to a tree ? 
Unfathomable wonder, 
And mystery divine ! 
The Yoice that speaks in thunder, 
Says, " Sinner, I am thine ! " 



HOPE BEYOND THE GRAVE. 

My soul, this curious house of clay. 

Thy present frail abode, 
Must quickly fall to worms a prey. 

And thou return to God. 

Canst thou by faith survey with joy 

The change before it come ? 
And say, ^' Let death this house destroy, 

I have a heavenly home ; 

^^ The Saviour, whom I then shall see 

With new admiring eyes. 
Already has prepar d for me 

A mansion in the skies. 
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^' I feel this mud-wall cottage shake, 

And long to see it fall, 
That I my willing flight may take 

To him who is my all ! " 

Burden^'d and groaning then no more. 
My rescued soul shall sing, 

As up the shining path I soar, • 
" Death, thou hast lost thy sting." 

Dear Saviour, help us now to seek 
And know thy grace's power ; 

That we may all this language speak, 
Before the dying hour. 



POOR, YET RICH. 

" Poor and afflicted," Lord, are thine, 
Among the great unfit to shine; 
But though the world may think it strange, 
They would not with the world exchange. 

" Poor and afflicted," yes, they are. 
They're not exempt from grief and care ; 
But he who saved them by his blood. 
Makes every sorrow yield them good. 
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" Poor and afflicted," 'tis their lot, 
They know it, and they murmur not ; 
'Twould ill become them to refuse 
The state their Master deign'd to choose. 

" Poor and afflicted," but ere long 
They'll join the bright celestial throng ; 
Their sufferings then will reach a close, 
And heav'n afford them sweet repose. 

And while they walk the thorny way. 

They're often heard to sigh, and say 

" Dear Saviour, come, O quickly come ! 
And take thy mourning pilgrims home." 



THE CHRISTIAN IN DEATH. 

Thy triumphs. Faith, we need not take 

Alone from the blest martyr's stake ; 

In scenes obscure no less we see 

That Faith is a reality ; 

An evidence of things not seen, 

A substance firm whereon to lean. 
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Go, search the cottager s lone room, 

The day scarce piercing through the gloom ; 

The Christian on his dying bed, 

Unknown, unlettered, hardly fed ; 

No flattering witnesses attend, 

To tell how glorious was his end ; 

Save in the book of life, his name 

Unheard. He never dreamt of fame ; 

No human consolation near, 

No voice to soothe, no friend to cheer ; 

Of every earthly stay bereft. 

And nothing— but his SAVIOUR left. 

Fast sinking to his kindred dust. 
The word of life is still his trust ; 
The joy God's promises impart. 
Lies like a cordial at his heart ; 
Unshaken Faith its strength supplies. 
He loves, believes, adores, and dies ! 



HUMILITY. 



The bird that soars on highest wing. 
Builds on the ground her lowly nest ; 

And she that doth most sweetly sing. 
Sings in the shade when all things rest 
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In lark and nightingale we see 
What honour hath humility. 

When Mary chose the better part, 

She meekly sat at Jesus' feet ; 
And Lydia's gently-opened heart 

Was made for God's own temple meet ; 
Fairest and best adoi^n'd is she, 
Whose clothing is humility. 

The saint that wears heaven's brightest crown, 

In deepest adoration bends ; 
The weight of glory bows him down 

The most^ when most his soul ascends ; 
Nearest the throne itself must be 
The footstool of humility. 



THE CONTRITE HEART. 

Thb Lord will happiness divine 

On contrite hearts bestow ; 
Then tell me, gracious God, is mine 

A contrite heart or no ? 
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I hear, but seem to hear in vain. 

Insensible as steel : 
If aught is felt, 'tis only pain 

To find I cannot feel. 

I sometimes think myself incUn d 

To love thee if I could ; 
But often feel another mind, 

Averse to all that's good. 

My best desires are faint and few, 
I fain would strive for more ; 

But when I cry, " My strength renew,' 
Seem weaker than before. 

Thy saints are comforted, I know. 
And love thy house of pray'r ; 

I therefore go where others go. 
But find no comfort there. 

O make this heart rejoice or ache ; 

Decide this doubt for me ; 
And if it be not broken, break ; 

And heal it, if it be. 
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THE CHRISTIAN AND HIS ECHO. 

True faith, producing love to God and man, 
Say, Echo, is not this the Gospel plan ? 

Tlie Gospel plan ! 

Must I my faith and love to Jesus shew, 
By doing good to all, both friend and foe ? 

Both friend and foe ! 

But if a brother hates and treats me ill. 
Must I return him good, and love him still ? 

Love him still ! 

If he my failings watches to reveal. 
Must I his faults as carefully conceal ? 

As carefully conceal ! 

But if my name and character he blast. 
And cruel malice, too, a long time last ; 
And if I sorrow and affliction know. 
He loves to add unto my cup of woe : 
In this uncommon, this peculiar case, 
Sweet Echo, say, must I still love and bless ? 

Still love and bless ! 
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"Whatever usage ill I may receive, 
Must I be patient still, and still forgive ? 

Be patient still, and still forgive ! 

Why, Echo, how is this ? thou'rt sure a dove 1 
Thy voice shall teach me nothing else but love ! 

Nothing else but love ! 

Amen ! with all my heart, then be it so, 
'Tis all delightful, just, and good, I know, 
And now to practice I'll directly go. 

Directly go ! 

Things being so, whoever me reject, 
My gracious God me surely will protect. 

Surely will protect l 

Henceforth I'll roll on him my every care, 
And then both friend and foe embrace in prayer. 

Embrace in prayer ! 

But after all those duties I have done, 
Must I, in point of merit, them disown, 
And trust for heaven through Jesus' blood alone ? 

Through Jesus' blood alone ! 

Echo, enough ! thy counsels to mine ear. 

Are sweeter than to flowers the dew-drop tear ; 

Re 2 
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Thy wise instructive lessons please me well : 
I'll go and practise them. Farewell, farewell. 

Practise them. Farewell, farewell ! 



" IT IS THE GLORY OF A MAN TO PASS 
OVER A TRANSGRESSION." 

Thus wisdom speaks aloud, and yet 

Pride hardl/wiU resign: 
Though to forgive, and to forget, 

Is godlike — is divine. 

• 

When injur d, I can scarce tell how 

To pass the injury hy ; 
My angry spirit will not bow, 

Nor let resentment die. 

The heaving billows swell within. 

Till all is tempest grown ; 
And thus I share another's sin, 

And make his guilt my own. 

But come, my proud, my selfish heart. 

One serious thought bestow ; 
Do I thus act the Christian part ? 

Has Jesus acted so ? 
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Just the reverse : — his generous breast 
Did kind compassion move : 

"When sinners curs'd, the Saviour blest, 
And injuries paid with love. 

Although by wicked hands he died, — 
With the last breath he drew, 

" Father, forgive," he sweetly cried ; 
Himself forgave them too. 

Jesus ! I hide my head in shame ; 

I blush and weep to see. 
That I who wear thy sacred name, 

No more conform to thee. 

Oh ! the sharp pangs he underwent 

To clear my guilty score ; 
And shall I trifling wrongs resent ? 

No, ril resent no more. 

I'll seize the offending brother s hand. 
And call him still my friend ; 

My angry passions I'll disband, 
And every quarrel end. 

Why should we differ by the way ? 

Why should dissensions come ? 
We hope to spend an endless day, 

In one eternal home. 
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While others their punctilios boast, 
Lord, bend my stubborn will : 

For he that condescends the most, 
Remains the yictor still. 

Fain would I imitate my Lord, 
And bear each cross event ; 

Humility's its own reward ; 
But pride's a punishment. 

Come, blessed Spirit, heavenly dove. 
Descend on balmy wings ; 

Come, tune my passions all to love. 
And strike the peaceful strings. 

Jesus, my longing soul shall wait. 
And near thy feet adore ; 

Till I shall reach that blissful state, 
Where discord is no more. 



" BLESSED ARE THE PEACEMAKERS. 

How rare that toil a prosperous issue finds. 
Which seeks to reconcile divided minds ! 
A thousand scruples rise, at passion's touch — 
ThU yields too little, and that asks too much ; 
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Each wishes each with other eyes to see, 
And many efforts can't make two agree. 
What mediation, then, the Saviour show'd, 
Who singly reconciled us all to God ! * 



ASPIRATIONS FOR HEAVEN. 

My heart from my bosom would fly, 
And climb to the blissful abode, 

To see my Redeemer on high. 
And dwell in the Palace of God. 

In Tain smiles the glittering scene. 

If banish'd from Jesus's face ; 
Sweet prospects no longer are seen. 

Without the sweet beams of his grace. 

Dear Saviour, if still I am thine. 
Oh ! let me thine influence prove : 

Nor suffer my spirit to pine 
Deprived of thy visits of love. 

* The author of the above lines had the happiness of becom- 
ing a Peacemaker by the presentation of them to two friends 
who had been at yariance. 
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These shadows and darkness remove. 
My joy and my sunshine restore; 

Or take my freed spirit above, 

Where darkness and doubts are no more. 

Oh ! when shaU I mount to the sky ? 

Oh » when from this prison remove ? 
To enjoy Thee for ever on high, 
For ever to dwell in thy love ? 

Yet stiU if thy wisdom ordain 

A longer probation for me, 
Oh I suflTer my heart to remain 

For ever united to Thee. 

Oh ! perfect the work thou hast wrought. 
My soul from pollution retrieve, 

TiU I to thy rest shall be brought,' 
The Sabbath for all who believe. 



LAMENTATION FOR UNFAITHFULNESS. 

Almighty God, once more to thee 

I come, my shame and guilt to own. 
With prostrate heart, and bended knee,' 
To bow before thy glorious throne. 
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Degraded, helpless, blind, and weak, 
To Satan's power a trembling slave ; 

I come thy pardoning grace to seek, 
Thy mercy and thine help to crave. 

Lord, thou know'st how far and wide, 
From thee my wandering steps have stray 'd ! 

How sin hath drawn my heart aside, 
And weakness oft my path betrayed ! 

Thou know'st how long my deafen'd ear 
Hath scom'd thy love's repeated call ; 

My crime-stain'd course, from year to year, 
O Lord, my God, thou know'st it all ! 

Yes ! I have grieved thy goodness long, 
Have known thy will, yet failed to do, — 

Have known the right, yet chose the wrong, 
And sinned 'gainst light and mercy too. 



SUBMISSION. 

Submissive to thy will, my God, 

I all to thee resign ; 
And, bow'd before thy chastening rod, 

I mourn, but not repine. 
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Why should my foolish heart complain, 
When wisdom, truth, and love, 

Direct the stroke, inflict the pain, 
And point to joys above. 

How short are all my sufferings here ! 

How needful every cross ! 
Away my unbelieving fear. 

Nor call my gain a loss. 

Then give, dear Lord, or take away, 

ril bless thy sacred name : 
My Jesus, yesterday, to-day, 

For ever-T-is the same. 



SUBMISSION. 

O Lord, my best desire fulfil. 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort to thy will. 

And make thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink at thy command. 
Whose love forbids my fears ? 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears ? 
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No, rather let me freely yield 
"What most I prize to thee ; 

Who never hast a good withheld, 
Or wilt withhold from me. 

Thy favour all my journey through, 
Thou art engag'd to grant ; 

What else I want, or think I do, 
'Tis better still to want. 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way, 

Shall I resist them both ? 
A poor blind creature of a day, 

And crush'd before the moth ! 

But ah ! my inward spirit cries, 

Still bind me to thy sway ; 
Else the next cloud that veils my skies, 

Drives all these thoughts away. 



THE LOADSTONE. 

As needles point towards the pole, 
When touch'd by the magnetic stone, 
So faith in Jesus gives the soul 
A tendency before unknown. 
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Till then, by blinded passions led. 
In search of fancied good we range, 
The paths of -disappointment tread. 
To nothing fix'd but love of change. 

But when the Holy Ghost imparts 
A knowledge of the Saviour s love. 
Our wandering, weary, restless hearts. 
Are fix'd at once, no more to rove. 

Now a new principle takes place, 
Which guides and animates the will ; 
This love, another name for grace. 
Constrains to good, and bars from ill. 

By love's pure light we soon perceive 
Our noblest bliss and proper end ; 
And gladly every idol leave. 
To love and serve our Lord and Friend. 



Thus borne along by faith and hope. 
We feelthe Saviour's words are true ; 
" And I, if I be lifted up, 
Will draw my followers upward too. 



»t 
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THE PATH OF SORROW. 

The path of sorrow, and that path alone 
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ! 
No trav'ller ever reached that blest abode, 
Who found not thorns and briars in his road. 
The world may dance along the floVry plain, 
Cheer d as they go by many a sprightly strain, 
Where nature has her mossy velvet spread, 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread. 
Admonish' d, scorn the caution and the friend, 
Bent all on pleasure, heedless of its end. 

But He, who knew what human hearts would prove, 
How slow to learn the dictates of his love. 
That, hard by nature, and of stubborn will, 
A life of ease would make them harder still : 
In pity to the souls his grace designed 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind, 
Caird for a cloud to darken all their years. 
And said, '^ Go spend them in the vale of tears." 

balmy gales of soul-reviving air ! 
O salutary streams that murmur there ! 
These flowing from the fount of grace above ; 
Those breath'd from lips of everlasting love. 
The flinty soil, indeed, their feet annoys ! 
Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys ; 
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An envious world wiU interpose its frown, 
To mar delights superior to its own ; 
And many a pang, experienc'd still within, 
Reminds them of their hated inmate, sin : 
But ills of ev'ry shape and ev'ry name. 
Transformed to hlessings, miss their cruel aim ; 
And ev'ry moment's calm that soothes the hreast. 
Is giv'n in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, he not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far from the flock, and in a boundless waste ; 
No shepherd's tent within thy view appear ; 
But the chief Shepherd even there is near ; 
Thy tender sorrow, and thy plaintive strain. 
Flow in a foreign land, but not in vain ; 
Thy tears all issue from a source divine. 
And ev'ry drop bespeaks a Saviour thine ! 



HAPPINESS. 

Happiness ! thou lovely name, 

Where's thy seat ? O tell me where 1 

Learning, pleasure, wealth, and fame. 
All cry out, " It is not here." 

Not the wisdom of the wise 

Can inform me where it lies. 

Nor the grandeur of the great, 

Can the bliss I seek, create. 
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Object of my first desire, 

Jesus ! crucified for me, 
All to happiness aspire, 

Only to be found in thee ; 
Thee to praise, and thee to know. 
Constitute our bliss below : 
Thee to see, and thee to love. 
Constitute our bliss above. 

Lord ! it is not life to live. 

If thy presence thou deny. 
Lord ! if thou thy presence give, 

'Tis no longer death — to die. 
Source and giver of repose. 
Singly from thy smile it flows, 
Peace and happiness are thine. 
Mine they are if thou art mine. 

While I feel thy love to me, 
Every object teems with joy ; 

Here, O may I walk with thee, 
Then into thy presence die ! 

Let me but thyself possess. 

Total sum of happiness ! 

Real bliss I then shall prove. 

Heaven below and heaven above. 
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THE FUTURE PEACE AND GLORY OF 

THE CHURCH. 

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken : 

O my people, faint and few, 
Comfortless, afflicted, broken, 

Fair abodes I build for you : 
Thorns of heart-felt tribulation 

Shall no more perplex your ways ; 
You shall name your walls salvation. 

And your gates shall all be praise. 

There, like streams that feed the garden. 

Pleasures without end shall flow ; 
For the Lord, your faith rewarding, 

All his bounty shall bestow : 
Still, in undisturb'd possession. 

Peace and righteousness shall reign ; 
Never shall you feel oppression, 

Hear the voice of war again. 

Ye no more your suns descending. 
Waning moons no more shall see ; 

But, your griefs for ever ending. 
Find eternal noon in me : 
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€k>d shall rise, and shining o'er you, 
Change to day the gloom of night ; 

He, the Lord, shall be your glory, 
Gt)d your everlasting light. 



CHRISrS CARE FOR HIS PEOPLE. 

Oh ! ZiON, afflicted with wave upon wave, 
Whom no man can comfort, whom no man can save, 
With darkness surrounded, by terrors dismay'd, 
In toiling and rowing thy strength is decay'd. 

Loud roaring, the billows now nigh overwhelm. 
But skilful's the Pilot who sits at the hebn ; 
His wisdom conducts thee, his pow'r thee defends, 
In safety and quiet thy warfare he ends. 

O fearful ! O faithless 1 in mercy he cries, 
My promise, my truth, are they light in thine eyes ? 
Still, still I am with thee, my promise shall stand. 
Through tempest and tossing I'll bring thee to land. 

Forget thee I will not, I cannot, thy name 
Engrav'd on my heart doth for ever remain ; 
The palms of my hands whilst I look on, I see 
The wounds I received when su£fering for thee. 

F 
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I feel at my heart all thy sighs and thy groans^ 
For thou art most near me, my flesh and my bones ; 
In all thy distresses thy head feels the pain, 
Yet all is most needful, not one is in yain. 

Then trust me, and fear not, thy life is secure. 
My -wisdom is perfect, supreme is my poVr ; 
In love I correct thee, thy soul to refine. 
To make thee at length in my likeness to shine. 

The foolish, the fearful, the weak, are my care ; 
The helpless, the hopeless, I hear their sad prayer. 
From all their afflictions my glory shall spring, 
And the deeper their sorrows, the louder they'll 
sing. 



CONSOLATION IN SICKNESS. 

When pining sickness wastes the frame. 
Acute disease, and weak'ning pain ; 
When life spends fast her feeble flame. 
And all the help of man is vain ; 
Joyless and dark all things appear, 
Languid the spirits, weak the flesh ; 
Med'cines can't ease, nor cordials cheer, 
Nor food support, nor sleep refresh ; 
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Oh ! then to have recourse to God, 
To pray to him in time of need, 
To feel the balm of Jesus's blood. 
This is to find a friend indeed. 
Christian !. this thy happy lot, 
Who cleavest to the Lord by faith ; 
Hell never leave thee, doubt it not. 
In pain, in sickness, or in death. 

When flesh, and heart, deca3rs and fails, 
He will thy strength, and portion be. 
Support thy weakness, bear thy ails. 
And softly whisper, " Trust in me." 
Himself will be thy tender friend. 
Thy kind physician, and thy stay ; 
To make thy bed will condescend, 
And chase thy burning tears away. 



"EXCEEDING GREAT AND PRECIOUS 

PROMISES." 

How firm a* foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word ! 
What /more can he say than to you he hath said. 
You, who unto Jesus for refuge have fled. 

F 2 
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In every condition, — in sickness, in health, 

In povert/s vale, or abounding with wealth, 

At home, or abroad, on the hmd, on the sea, 

" As thy days may demand, shall thy strength ever be. 

" Fear not — I am ¥dth thee— oh ! be not dismay'd, 
I — I am thy God, and will still give thee aid ; 
m strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand. 
Upheld by my righteous omnipotent hand. 

'^ When through the deep waters, I call thee to go. 
The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow, 
For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 

^' When through ^ery trials thy pathway ^aH lie, 
My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy supply. 
The flame shall not hurt thee, I only design. 
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine. 

" E'en down to old age all my people shall prove. 
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; 
And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn, 
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne. 

'' The soul that on Jesus hath lean'd for repose, 
I will not, I vnll not give up to its foes ; 
That soul, though all hell should endeavour to shake, 
I'll never— no, never— no, never forsake." 
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TRIBULATION SUCCEEDED BY GLORY. 

Who are tlioee arrayed in white. 

Brighter than the noon-day sun. 
Foremost of the sons of Hght, 

Nearest the eternal throne ? 
These are they that bore the cross, 

Nobly for their Miaster stood, 
Su£ferers in his righteous cause, 

Followers of the dying God. 

Out of great distress they came, 

Washed their robes, by faith below, 
In the blood of yonder Lamb, 

Blood that washes white as snow : 
Therefore are they next the throne. 

Serve their Maker day and night ; 
God resides among his own, 

God doth in his saints delight. 

More than conquerors at last. 

Here they find their trials o'er ; 
They have aU their sufferings past, 

Hunger now, and thirst no more : 
No excessive heat they feel 

From the sun's directer ray ; 
In a milder clime they dwell. 

Region of eternal day. 
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Them the Lamb shall always feed. 

He that on the throne doth reign. 
To the living fountains lead. 

With the tree of life sustain ; 
He shall all their sorrows chase, 

All their wants at once remove. 
Wipe the tears from every fece. 

Fill up every soul with love. 



A SIGHT OP HEAVEN IN SICKNESS. 

Oft have I sat in secret sighs, 

To feel my flesh decay. 
Then groaned aloud, with frighted eyes, 

To view the tott'ring clay. 

But I forbid my sorrows now. 

Nor dares the flesh complain ; 
Diseases bring their profit too. 

The joy o'ercomes the pain. 

My cheerful soul now all the dkty 

Sits waiting here and sings, 
Looks through the ruins of her clay. 

And practises her ¥rings. 
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Faith ahnost changes into sight, 

Whilst firom afar she spies 
Her fur inheritance in light, 

Above created skies. 

Had but the prison-walls been strong, 

And finn without a flaw, 
In darkness she had dwelt too long. 

And less of glory saw. 

But now the everlasting hiUs 
Through every chink appear. 

And something of the joy she feels. 
While she's a prisoner here. 

The beams of heaven rush sweetly in 

At all the gaping flaws ; 
Virions of endless bliss are seen. 

And native air she draws. 

O may these walls stand tott'ring still, 

The breaches never close. 
If I must here in darkness dwell. 

And all this glory lose ! 

Or rather let this flesh decay, 

The ruins wider grow, 
Till glad to see the enlarged way, 

I stretch my pinions through. 
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A PROSPECT OF HEAVEN MAKES 
DEATH EASY. 

There is a land of pure delight, 

Where saints immortal reign. 
Infinite day excludes the nighty 

And pleasures banish pain. 

There everlasting spring abides. 
And never-withering floVrs : 

Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heav'niy land from ours. 

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood. 
Stand dress'd in livmg green : 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jorclan roll'd between. 

But tim'rous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this narrow sea, 
And linger shiv'ring on the brink. 

And fear to launch away. 

could we make our doubts remove. 
These gloomy doubts that rise. 

And see the Canaan that we love> 
With unbeclouded eyes L 
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Could we bat climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er. 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold floods 

Should fright us from the shore. 



LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY. 

It was a brave attempt ! adventurous he 
Who in the first ship broke the unknown sea. 
And, leaving his dear native shores behind. 
Trusted his life to the licentious wind. 
I see the surging brine : the tempest raves, 
He on the pine-planks rides across the waves, 
Exulting on the edge of thousand gaping graves ; 
He steers the winged boat, and shifts the sails, 
Conquers the flood and manages the gales : 
Such is the soul that leaves this mortal land. 
Fearless when the great master gives command. 
Death is the storm ; she smiles to hear it roar, 
And bids the tempest waft her from the shore ; 
Then with a skilful helm she sweeps the seas, 
And manages the raging storm with ease ; 
(Her faith can govern death ;) she spreads her wing» 
Wide to the wind, and as she sails she sings, 
And loses, by degrees, the sight of mortal things : 
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As the shores lessen, so her joys arise, 

The waves roll gentler, and the tempest dies : 

Now, vast eternity fills all her sight, 

She floats on the broad deep with infinite delight, 

The seas for ever calm, the skies for ever bright ! 



THE END OF TIME, 

Happy soul ! thy days are ended, 
All thy mourning hours below; 

Go, by angel-guards attended. 
To thy waiting Saviour, go. 

Anxious to receive thy spirit, 
Lo, Emmanuel dwells above ; 

Pleads the value of his merit, 
Oflfers thee the crown of love. 

Struggle through thy latest passion, 
Let no fear alarm thy breast ; 

Ood shall bring thee full salvation ; 
God shall give thee endless rest. 

For the joy he sets before thee, 
Bear a momentary pain ; 

Die, to live the life of glory : 
Suflfer, with thy Lord to reign. 



15 



DEATH THE PASSAGE TO IMMOR- 
TALITY. 

Death's but a path that must be trod, 
If man would ever pass to God ! 
A port of cahns, a state of ease, 
From the rough rage of swelling seas. 

As men who long in prison dweU, 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
Wheue'er their suffering years ate nm, 
Spring forth to greet the glittering sun ; 

Such J07, though far transcending sense 
Have pious souls at parting hence ! 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, 
A few and evil years they waste; 

But when their chains are cast aside. 
See the bright scene imfolding wide, 
Clap the glad wing, and tower away. 
And mingle with the blaze of day ! 
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" Enter not into judgment with thy servant ; for in thy sight 
■hall no man liTxng be justified." 

Jesus. — ^Justice. — Sinner. 

Jesus. Bring forth the Prisoner, Justice. — Justice. 

Thy commands 
Are done, just Judge : see here the Prisoner stands. 
Jesus. What has the Prisoner done ? Say ; what's 

the cause 
Of his commitment ? — Justice. He hath broke the 

laws 
Of his too gracious God ; conspired the death 
Of that great Majesty that gave him breath. 
And heaps transgression, Lord, upon transgression. 
Jesus. How kno Vst thou this ? — Justice. E'en by 

his own confession : 
His sins are crying ; and they cried aloud : 
They cried to Heaven, they cried to Heaven for 

blood. 
Jesus. What say'st thou, sinner ? Hast thou aught 

to plead 
That sentence should not pass ? hold up thy head. 
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And show tfay brazen, thy rebeUions face. 

Sinner. Ah me ! I dare not : Fm too rile and 

base 
To tread upon the earth, much more to lift 
Mine eyes to heaven ; I need no other shrift 
Than mine own conscience; Lord, I must con- 
fess 
I am no more than dust, and no whit less 
Than my indictment styles me ! Ah ! if thon 
Search too severe, with too severe a brow, 
What flesh can stand? I have transgressed thy 

laws; 
My merits plead thy vengeance, not my cause. 
Justice. Lord, shall I strike the blow ? — Jesus. 

Hold, Justice, stay : 
Sinner, speak on ; what hast thou more to say ? 
Sjnneb. Vile as I am, and of myself abhorred, 
I am thy handy- work, thy creature. Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious image, and at first 
Most like to thee, though now a poor accurst. 
Convicted CaitifP, and degen'rous creature, 
Here trembling at thy bar. — Justice. Thy fault's 

the greater. 
Lord shall I strike the blow ? — Jesus. Hold, 

Justice, stay ! 
Speak, sinner ; hast thou nothing else to say ? 
Sinner. Nothing but mercy, mercy. Lord; my 

state 
Is miserably poor and desperate ; 
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I quite renounce myself, the world, and flee 
From Lord to Jesus, from thyself to thee. 
Justice. Cease thy vain hopes ; my angry God has 

vowed 
Abused Mercy must have blood for blood : 
Shall I yet strike the blow ? — Jesus. Stay, Justice, 

hold! 
My bowels yearn, my fainting blood grows cold 
To Tiew the trembling wretch ! methinks I spy 
My Father^s image in the Prisoner's eye. 
Justice. I cannot hold. — Jesus. Then turn thy 

thirsty blade 
Into my sides : let there the wound be made ; 
Cheer up, dear soul ; redeem thy life with mine : 
My soul shsdl smart, my heart shall bleed for thine. 
Sinner. groundless deeps! love beyond 

degree ! 
Th' offended dies to set the offender free. 



the end. 
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